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„ Virginibus pucriſque canto.“ 
— 2 
ELEGV I. 
On his falling in Leue with Neæra. 
FAREWEL that liberty our fathers gave, 
In vain they gave, their ſons receiv'd in vain: 
I ſaw Newera, and her inſtant ſlave, 
Though Ds a Briton, hugg'd the ſervile chains 
Her uſage well repays 17 coward heart, 
Meanly ſhe triumphs in her lover's ame, 
No healing joy relieves his conſtant ſmart, 
No ſnule of love rewards the loſs of fame. 
Oh, that to feel theſe killing pangs no more, 
On Scythian hills I lay a ſenſeleſs ſtone, 
Was fix'd a rock zmidſt the watry roar, 
And in the vait Atlantic ftood alone. 
Adien, ye muſes, or my paſſion aid, 
Why fhould I loiter by your idle ſpring ? 
My hurnble voice would move one only maid, 
And ſhe contemns the trifles which 1 ſing. 
+ do not atk the lofty Epic ſtrain, 
Nor ſtrive to paint the wonders of the ſphe ere; 
{only 5 ſing one cruel maid to gain, 
Adieu, ye muſcs, if ſhe will not hear. 
No more in uſeleſs innocence PI pine, 
Dince guilty preſents * in the greedy fair, 
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| 
V'I tear it's honours from the broken ſhrine, = 
But chiefly thing, O Venus! will I tear, 
Deceiv'd by thee, I lov'd a beautcous maid, He 
ho bends on fordid gold her low defires : Ar 
Nor worth nor paſſion can her heart perſuade, 7 
But love muſt act what avarice requires, ; 
Unwiſe wito firſt, the charm of nature loſt, ; T 
With Tyrian purple ſoil'd the ſnowy ſheep; | A 
Unwiler i who feas and mountains ol v 
To dig the rock, and ſcarch the pearly deep: 
Theſe coſtly toys our filly fair ſurpriſe, I ny 
The ſhining foliies cheat their feeble light, | ; T 
Their hearts fecure in trifles, love deſpiſe, 1 F 
Iis vain to court them, but more vain to write, 
Why did the gods conceal the little mind, 
And earthly thoughts beneath a heavenly face; a 
| Forget the worth that dignifies mankind, ” 
Yet ſmooth and polith fo each outward grace ? | 
Hence all the blame that Love and Venus bear, $ 
Hence pleature ſhort, and anguiſh ever long, : 
Hence tears ave ſighs, and hence the per vilh fair, . 
The froward lover hence this angry ſong i 
| ELEGY II. ; 
Unable to ſatisfy the covetous temper of Neara, he intends fe ] 
male a Campaign, and try, if palſibie, to forget ber, 


ADIEvU, ye walls, that guard my cruel fair, 
No more I'll fit in roſy fetters bound, 
My limbs have l-arnt the weight of arms to bear, 
My coufſing ſpirits feel the trumpet's ſound. 
Few are the maids that now on merit ſmile, 
Cu ſpoil and war is bent this iron et a 


bs 5 
Yet pain and death attend on war and ſpoil, 
Unfated vengeance and remorſeleſs rage. 

To purchaſe ſpoil, even love itſelf is ſold, 

Her lover's heart is leaſt Nezra's care, 
And I through war muſt feek deteſted gold, 
Not for myſelf, but for my venal fair; 

That while ſhe bends beneath the weight of dreſs, 
The {uffen'd robe may ſpoil her eaſy mien; 
And art miſtaken make her beauty leſs, 

While ill it hides ſome graces better ſeen. 

But if ſuch toys can win her lovely ſmile, 
Hers be the wealth of Tagus' golden ſand, 
Hers the bright gems that glow in India's ſoil, 
ers the black ſons of Afric's ſultiy land. 

To pleaſe her eye let every loom contend, 
| For her be rifled occan's pearly bed, 
Ent where, alas! would idle ſancy tend, 
And ſoothe with dreams a youthful poet's head ? 
Let others, by the cold unloving maid, 
In forc'd embraces act the tyrant's part, 
While I their ſelfiſh luxury upbraid, 
And fcorn the perſon where I doubt the heart. 
Thus warm'd by pride, T think I love no more, 
And hide in threats the weakneſs of my mind: 
In vain, though reaſon fy ihe hated door, 
Yet Love, the coward Love, ſtill lags behind. 


ELEGVIII. | 
He uf braidt end threatens i] e awarice of Neeray and 
reſelvei in quit her, 
SHOULD Jove deſcend in ſiaods of liquid ore, 
And golden torrents ſtreap from every party 


* 
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ELEGY V. 


The lover is of fir introduce?! pending to his Servant, he afe 
t:rward; addrefſes bimſelf to his Miftreſs, and at laſi there 


77 a ſuppoſed {nterview 6rtiw cen tems 


WiTH wine, more wine, deceive thy maſter's care, 
Till creeping lumber ſoothe his troubled breaſt, 
Let not a whiſper ſtir the ſilent air, 
If hapleſs love a while conſent to reſt. 
Untoward pvards beſet mv Cynthia's doors, 
And cruel locks th? pgs fair conceal, 
May lightnings blaſt wh 0 love in vain implores, 
And Jove's S own thunder rive thoſe bolts of ſteel; 
Ah! gentle door, attend my humble call, 
Nor let thy ſounding hinge or thefts betray, 
So all my curſes far from thee ſhall fall, 
We anzry lovers mean not half we fay. 
Nein mb er now tne flowery wreat thes 1 gave 
hen frſt I told thee of my bold defires, 
or thou, „0 C ynthia, fear the watchful flave, 
ſenus will favour what herſelf inſpires. 
She g. -nidest then vonth who ſee not w here the: Y tr 2ad, 
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She ſhows the virgin how to turn the door, 
nBoftly to ſteal from off her ſilent bed, 

\nd not a Rep hetray her on the floor. 

Phe feartels lover wants no beam of-I1ght, 
robbe- knows him, nor obſtructs his way, 
Sgcrtdt he wanders through the pathlaſs night, 
3elongs to Venus, and can never ſtray. 

Iſcorn the chilling wind, and beadng rain, 
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IF all the hardſhips I for love ſuf ain, 
With love's victorious joys at Jaſt te crown'd'; 

With ſudden ſtep let none our bliſs ſurpriſe, 
Or check the freedom of ſecure delight 
Raſh man, beware, and ſhut thy curious eyes, 

Left angry Venus jnatch their guilty fight, 

But ſhouldſt thou fee, th? important fecret Hide, 
Though queſtion” d by the powers of earth aud bcay'n, 
The prating tongue ſhall love's revenge abide, 

Still fue for grace, and never be forgiven. 

A wizard dame, the lover's ancient friend, 
With magic charms kas deaft tiy huſband's car, 
At her command I law the ſtars deſcend, 

And winged lighinings flop the nud carter, 

I jaw ber ſtamp, and cleave the folid ground, 
While ghaſtly ſpcctres round us wildly roam; 

1 aw the m hcarken to her potent found, 
Till, ſcar'd at day, they tought their dreary home. 


At her command the vigorous ſummer 1 16s, 
And wintery clouds obſcure the hopeſul year; 
At her ſtrong bidding, gloomy winter ſhines, 
And vernal roſes on the trows | 
She gave theſe charms, which 1 o1 thee beſtow, 
They dim the eye, and dull the jeatous mind, 
For me they make a huibanu nothing know, 
For me, and only me, they make hum blind 
But what did moſt this Faithiul heart Sens 
She boaſted that her (kill could let it Fre 
This faithful heart the boaſted freedorn Ai es 
Ilow could it venture to 8 es! 


Who ſeven it: 


% 
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| ELEGY VI. 
He adjurer Delia to pity lim, 5y their Friendſpip with 
Calia, who was lately deat 
TrovusanDs would ſetk the laſting peace of death, 
And in that harbour ſhun the ſtorm of care, 
Officious hope Rill hoids the fleeting breath, 
She tells them ſtill,. Tomorrow will be fair. 
She tells me, Delia, I ſhal! hee obtain, 


But can ] liſten to her ſyren ſong, ſchain, 


ow months have dragg'd my painful 
So long thy lover, and deſpis'd ſo long? 
By all the joys thy deareſt Celia gave, 


Let not her once-lov'd friend unpitied burn; 


So may her aſhes find a peaceful grave, 
And ſicep uninjur'd in their ſacred urn. 
To her ] firſt avow'd my timorous flame, 


She nurs'd my hopes, and taught me how to ſue, 


She ft1}l would pity what the wife might blame, 
And ſeel for weakneſs which ſhe never knew: 
Ah, do nct grieve the dear lamented ſhade 
That hovering round us all my ſufferings hears, 

She is my ſamt; to her my prayers are made, 
With oft repeated gifts of flowers and tears: 
To her ſad tomb at midnight I retire, 
And lonely fitting by the filent ſtone, 
I tell it all the griefs my wrongs inſpire, 
The marble image ſeems to hear my moan: 
The friend's pale ghoſt ſhall vex thy fleepleſs bed, 
And ſtand before thee all in virgin white; 


That ruthleſs boſom will diſturb the dead, 


And call forth pity from eternal night. 
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Ceaſe, cruel man, the mournful theme furhe 
Though much thou ſuffer, to thyiclf complain: 
Ah, to recal the ſad remembrance ſpare, 
Onc tear from her, is more than all wy pain. 


ELEGY L VII. 
On Delia“ being in the Country, where Ze ſufpeſe he 
Hays to fee the Harveſt, 
Now Delia breathes in woods the fragrant air ; 
Dull are the hearts that fill in town remain, 
Venus herſelf attends on Delia there, 
And Cupid ſports amid the ſylvan train. 
Oh, with what joy, my Delia to behold! 
7d preſs the ſpade, or wield the weighty prong, 
Guide the flow plough- ſuare through che ſtubborn 
mold, | | 
And patient goad the loitering ox along: 
The ſcorching heats I'd careleſsly deipiſe, 
Nor heed the bliſters ori my tender hand 
The great Apollo wore the ſame ie 
Like me fubdu'd tages ſopre 
No healing herbs could forthe 
The art of Civ of, and uſeleſs ; las, 
To Peneus' ſtream, and Tenipe's ſhady plan 
He drove his herds beneath the Hoon-tide ray 


) 


Oft with a bleating lamb in enter arm 


WILT 
His bluſhing ſiſter faw him pace along; 
Oft would his volce the filent valley charmy 
Till lowing oxen brok 
Where are kit iumphs? where his Warlike ton 
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Where ar : Dety ni: his delightful iſle? 
The god dime is grown a cottage ſwain. 
O Ceres! in your golden fields no more, 


Wich harveſt's chearfu! pomp my fair detain. 


Think what for loſt Shs r vou bore, 
And in a mnther's anguiſh feel my pain. 

Our wiſer fathers left heir helds unfown, 
Their food was acorns, love their ſole employ, 
They met, they lik'd, they flay'd but till alone, 
And in each valley ſnateh'd the honeſt joy. 

No wakeful guard, no doors to ſtop deſire, 
Thrice happy times! — But oh, 1 fondly rave! 
Lead me to Della, all her eyes inſpire 
11 do.—I'll plough, or dig, as Delia's flave. 


ELEGY VII 
He d eſpairs thai : He Pall e ever p0/ fi Delia. 

An, what avails thy lover's pious care? 
Fiis lavich inceuſc clouds the ſky in vain, 
Nor wealth nor greatneſs was his idle prayers 
For thee alone he pray'd, thee : hop? d to gain: 

With thee 1 hop'd to walle the j leafing day, 
Till in thy arms an age of joy was paſt, 
Then, old with love, infenfibly decay, 
And on thy bolom gently breatbe my laſt. 

I ſcorn the Lydian river's golden wave, 
And all the vulgar charms of human life, 


J oviy aſk to live my Delia's ſlave, 


And, when J long have ſerv'd her, call her wife; 


I oniy aſk, of her 1 N ve poſſeſt, 
1 


Lo fink, H'ercome witl ns „ in ſafe repoſe, 


on 
Z 
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10 ftrain her yielded beauties to my breaſt, 

And kiſs her wearied eye-lids till they cloſe, 
Attend, O Juno! with thy ſober ear, 

Attend, gay Venus, parent of deſire; 

] his one fond wiſh, if you refuſe to hear, 

On, let me with this figh of love expire! 


E LE 0-Y- IX. 
He bas let Delia. 

He who could firſt two gentle hearts unbind, 
And rob a lover of his weeping fair, N 
Hard was the man, but harder, in my mind, 
he lover ſtill, who dy'd not of deſpair: 

With mean difpnuſe let others nature hide, 

And mimic virtue with the paint of art, 
} {corn the cheat oi reaſon's fooliſh pride, 
And boaſt the graceful weaknets of my heart. 

The more ] think, the more I feel my pain, 

And learn the more cach hexvently charm to prize, 
Whule fools, too light tor paſhon, fate retmnain, 
And dull ſenſation keeps the ſtupid wilt. 

Sad is my day, and fad my linge ung night, 

When, wrapt in filent grief, Ju 605 alone, 

Delia is loſt, and ali my paſt deiig ht 

is now the ſource of unavailing myan. | 

| Where 15 the wit that heighfen e beantv-s charms? 
Where is the face that fed wy iongiug eves? 
Where is the ſhape that might have bleſt my arms / 
Where are thoſe hopes relentleis late dents? 

When ſpent with endleis gric! I vic at laſt, 
Delia may come, and fre my poor r eillaine,— 
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Oh, Delia! after ſuch an abſence paſt, 
Canſt thou ſtill love, and not forget my pains? 

Wilt thou in tears thy lover's corfe attend, 
With eyes averted light the ſolemn pyre, 

FE ili all around the doleful flames aſcend, 
Then, flowly ſinking by degrees expire? 

To ſoorhe the hovering ſoul, be thine the care, 
With plaintive cries to lead the mournful band, 
In ſable weeds the golden vaſe to hear, 

And cull my aſhes with thy trembling hand! 

Panchaia's odours be their coltly faſt 
And all the pride of Aſia's fragrant year 
ive them the treaſures of the fartheſt = 
And, what is ſtill more precious, give thy tears 

Dying for thee, there is in death a pride, 
Let all the world thy hapleſs lover know, 
No ſilent urn the noble paſſion hide, 

But deeply graven thus my {uFerings ſhow : 


Here lies a youth, bornt down with love ande 


He could not long his Delia's loſs abide, 
Joy left his boſom with the parting fair, 
And when he 4inÞt no longer hope, he dy'd 
ELEGYT: X. 
On Delia“ Birib. Jay. 

| Turs day, which ſaw my Delia's beauty riſe, 
| Shall more than all our ſacred days be bleſt, 
The world enamour'd of her lovely eyes, 
Shall grow as good and gentle as her breaft, 

By all our zuarded ſighs, and hid defires, 
Oh, may our guiltleſs 98 ie fl the ſame; 
burn, and glory in the pleaſing fires, 
It Delia's boſo:n ſhare on: mutual lame. 
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Thon happy genius of her natal hour, 
Accept her incenſe, if her thoughts be kind; 
But let ker court in vain thy angry power, | 
It all our vous are blotted from her mind. 
And thou, O Venus! hear my righteous prayer, 
n bind the ſhepherdels, or looſe the ſwain, 
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et rather guard them both with equal care, 
a 5 \nd let them die together in thy clin: 
N What] demand, perhaps her heart de ſires, 
Baut vir gin fears her nic er tongue reſtrain; 
e ſceret thought, which bluſhing love inſpires, 


ie conſcious eye can full as well explain. 


ELEGY XI. 

gain f Losers going to War, in which be philoſpphically 
ers 44602 and Delia to the mere ſerious Farities of the 
World. 


THE man who ſharpen'd firſt the Warlike ſteel, 
ws os fell and deadly was his iron heart, 


He gave the wound encountermy nations lecls 
And death grew ſtronger by his fatal art : 
| Yet not from ſteel debate and battle role, 
{1s gold o' erturns the even ſcale of life, - 
| Nature is free to all, and noue were tocs, 
Till partial luxury began the ſtriſe. 
5 Let ſpoil and victory adorn the bold, 
While T inglorious neithier hope nor ſeac, 
Periſh the thirſt of honour, thirſt of gold, 
Ert for my 2 MWerice Delia loſe a ter; 
Why tout | the lover quit his pleaſing home, 
U fearch of danger on fome tore egy grou! id; 
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Far from his weeping fair ungrateful roam, 
And rift aa every ſtrobhe a double u ound ? 


A 17 * 
Ah hetier lar, endath the! read ing fla ey 


With chearful f tends to drain the iprightly bowl, 


. - 1 " . * 
To ſing the bvauties of my e maid, 


And en the ſucct idea icaſt wy foul : 
hen 78 of love to an her cha retire, 
And told * inſiing tc my Ea Ter breaft, 


Till, Guitc o'ercome with ſoftneſs, with deſire 
Like me ſhe pants, ſhe faints. and finks to rel. 


ELEGY- XII. 


4 7 
14. i. 


No ſecond love mal e'er my heart ſurpriſe, 
This ſolemn league did firſt our paſſion bind: 
Thou, only thou, canſt pleaſe © lover's eyes, 

Ihy voice alone can ſoothe his troubled mind. 

Oh, that thy charms were only fair to me, 
Difpleaſe all others, and ſecure my rei, 

No need of envy,-—let me happy be, 
T little care that others know me bleſt. 

With thee in gloomy deſerts let me dwell, 


Where never Vee footſtep mark'd the ground; 


Thou, light of life, all darkneſs canft expel, 
And ſcem a world with ſolitude around. 

I fay too much my headleſs words reſtore, 
My tongue undoes me in this loving hour; 


Thou know it thy Krengiß and thence nen 


more, 

Will make me feel the we eigh it of all thy power; 
Whate'er I feel, thy a I will remain, 

Nor fly the burden 1 am form'd to bear, 


eee 


r 
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To ſtop, and gaze on Delia as 1 


17 
In chains I'll fit me down at Venus' fane, 


7 She knows my wrongs, and will regard my prayer. 


$1] 


FLEGY XIII. 
He imagines himſelf married u Delia, and hat content with 
$ . 3 
by each other they are retired into the Country, 
; | 
£ 


Lr others boaſt their heaps of ſhining cal, 
And view their fickls, with waving plenty crown'd, 
hom neighbouring foes in conſtant terror hold, 


And trumpets break their flumbers, never found: 


While calmly poor 1 trifle life away, 


Injoy ſweet leiſure by my chearful fire, 
= No wanton hope my quiet ſhall betravy _ 
Dur, cheaply bleſt, I' ſcorn each vain defire, 


With timely care I'll jow my little field, 


And plant my orchard with it's maſter's land, 
Nor bluſk to ſpread the hay, the hool. to wield, 
N Or range my ſheaves along the ſunny land. 


If late at duſk, whiic carelefsly 1 roam, 


E 3 meet a ſtrolling kid, or blcatiag lamb, 
Under my arm I'll bring the wanderer home, 
And not a little chide it's thouphtleſs dam. 


What joy to hear the tempeſt on! tn vain, 


And claſp a fearful miſtreſs to my breait ? 


Or, lull'd to ſiumber by the beating vain, 


Sccure and happy, fink at laſt to relt'* 


Or, if the ſan in flaming Leo rides 
Ry ſhady rivers wadolently ſtray. 
And with my Delia, Walking ſide by ſide, 
Hear how they murmur, as they ide away; 


What joy to wind along the ego; retreat, 


In 
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To mingle ſweet difeourte with kiſſes ſweet, 
And tach my lovely ſcholar all I know? 

Thus pleas'd at heart t, and not with tai * 's dream, 

In filent happineſs I reft unknown ; 
Content with what Jam, not what I ſeem, 
] live for Delia and myſelf alone. 

ah, fooliſh man, who thus of her poſſeſt, 
Could float and wander with ambition's wind, 
And it his outward trappings poke hirn bleſt, 
Not heed the ſickneſs of his conſcious mind! 

ah her I ſcorn the idle breath of praife, 
Nor truft to happineſs that's not our own; 
The file of fortune might fulpicion raiſe, 
But here T know that Ll am Jov'd alone. 
Stanhope, in wiſdom as in wit divine 
Mzuvy rite, and plead Britannja's ee ; cauſe, 
With ſteady reit his eager: wit confine, 
While manly ſenſe the deep attention draws. 

Let Stanhope peak nis liſteuing country Wrong, 
My nds voice ſhall A the partial maid; | 
For ker alone I pen my tender Tongs 
ae fitting 3 ur his fi iendiy ade. | 

Stanhope all come, and grace onal {r.cnd, 
Delia ſhill wonder at her noble gueſt, 
With bluſting awe the riper fruit comment, 
And for her e Vatron cull the beit. 
| Hers he the care of. all iny hitle tran bs 
While Lu ith tender mavience am bleit, 
ihe favourite ſubject of her gertle reign, 
By love atone diſlinguiſh'd from the reſt. 

For her 1.1} yoke my oxen to the plough, 
115 9100! Ty fore ſte tend | au 101 ly flock : $ 
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For her a goat-herd climb the mountain's brow, 
And fleep extended on the naked rock: 
Ah, what avails to prels the ſtately bed, 
And far from her 'midſt taftelels grandeur weep, 
By marble fountains lay the penſive head, 


And, white they murmur, ſtrive in vai; to flcep; 


Delia alone can pleaſe, and never tire, 
Exceed the paint of thought in true-delight; 
With her, enjoyment wakens new defire, 

And equal rapture glows through every night: 

Beauty and worth in her alike contend, 

To charm the fancy, and to hx the mind; 
In her, my wife, my miſtrets, and my friend, 
I taſte the joys of ſenſc and reaton join'd. 

On her I'll paze, when others loves are o'er, 
And dying prets her with my: clav-cold haz F; 
Thou weep it already, as [ were no more, 

Nor can the gentle breajt the thougtit withiland, 
Oh, When I die, my lateſt moments bare, 


NT 3 . ! * Fog BN - 2 Pp __— 42 * . - | dot 
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Wound not thy cheeks, nor hurtethatesing hair 


FTE. } 11 
j:ough Jam dead, my foul ſhall 
„Oh, quit the room, oh, au the lzathtul bed 
Ir thou wilt che, fo tender ld thy heart : 

1 ! \ 4-4 - 7 £ : 4 g * 7 
Oh, leave me, Delia, ere thou ive me dead, 
{cle weeping friends Will do thy monritul part: 


: I; » — 1 . 
Let them, ett nded 011 Ele dec ent Bic . 
1117 ' | 5 * i 4 : ' 1 N 2 1 : | 
| hrovngh all the village ſpread the tender tear, 
\ * 
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ELEGY XIV. 
To Delia. 


Wu er ſcenes of bliſs my raptur'd fancy fram'd, |. 
In ſome lone ſpot with peace and thee retir'd! . 
"Though reaſon then my ſanguine fondneſs blam'd, 
I ftill believ'd what flattering love inſpir'd: 

But now my wrongs have taught my humbled, 

raind, 5 
To dangerous bliſs no longer to pretend, 
In books a calm, but fix'd content to find, 
Safe joys, that on ourſelves alone depend: 

With them the gentle moments I beguile, 
In learned eaſe, and elegant delight; | 4 
Compare the beauties of each different ſtyle, 2 
Each various ray of wit's diffuſive light: 

Now mark the ſtrength of Milton's ſacred lines, | 
genſe reis'd by genius, fancy rul'd by art, 
Where all the glory of the Godhead ſhines, 

And earlieſt innocence enchants the heart. 

Now, fir'd by Pope and virtue, leave the age. 
In low purſuit of ſelf-undoing wrong, 

And trace the author through his moral page, 
Whoſe blameleſs lite ſtill anſwers to his fong. F 


tA, WS 


If time aud books my lingering pain can heal, 
And reaſon fix it's empire ober ray heart, 
My patriot breaſt a noble warn.th ſhall feel, 3 
And glow with love, where weaknets has no part, 
Thy heart, O Lyttleton, hall be my guide, 
It's fire ſhall warro me, and it's worth improve; 


T hy heart 500 e all envy, and all ride, 


_ 7 
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And vou, O Weſt, with her your partner dear, 
5 Whom focial mirth and uſeful ſenſe commend, 
With Jearming's feaſt my drooping mind ſhall cheer, 
lad to eſcape from love to ſuch a friend. 
| But why, ſo long my weaker heart deceive? 
7 Ah, ſtill I love, in pride and reafon's ſpite, 
No books, alas! my painful choughts relieve, 


A: nd wh: S I threat, this eleg KY i Vrite. 
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ELEGY- XV. 9 

£ To Mr. George Cronville, 

15 On, 600 rm'd alike to ſerve us, and to pleafe; 

þ Polite with honetty, and learn'd with eaſe; 

Vith heart to act, with genius to retire ; 

R pen yer wile; tho oh zene fall of fire: 

I ith heel ſcorn the low conſtraint of arts 

Nor fear to truſt the follies of my heart; 

1 ar then from what my long deſpair 15015 
ic faithful ſtory of a lover's woes. 

Ihen, in a ſober melancholy hour, 


lines, 


ma, 
> 

a N 
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: Reduc'd by fiekneſs under reaſon's power, 

[ j High my ſtate, tuo little weigh 'd be fore, 

and love himſelf could flatter me no more, 

diy Delia's hopes I would no more deccive, 

But whom my paſſion hurt, through friendſhip leave; 
#! chole the coldeſt words my heart to hide, 

And cure her ſex's weaknef: through it's pride 
Ihe prudence which I taught, I ill purti'd, 

The charm my reafon broke, my heart renew'd: 
Again e to her {cet I carric, 


And prov'd too well my pation by my ame; 


* * 
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While he, fecure in coldneſs, or diſdain, 
Forgot my love, or triumph'd in it's pain, 
Began with higher views her thoughts to raiſe, 
And fcorn'd the humble poct of her praite: 
She let each little lie ober truth prevail, 
And ſtrengthen'd by her faith each groundleſs tale, 


Believ'd the groſſeſt arts that malice try'd, 
Nor once in thought was on her lover's ſide: 
Oh, where were then the ſcenes of fancied life? | 
Oh, where the friend, the miſtreſs, and the wife? 


Her years of promis'd love were quickly paſt, 
Not tworevolving moons could fee them laſt, 
To Stow's delightiul ſcenes I now repair, 
In Cobham's ſmile to loſe the gloom of care! 
Nor fear that he my weakneſs ſhould deſpiſe, 
In nature learned, anc. humanely wiſe: 
There Pitt, in manners fott, in friendihip warm, 
With mild advice my liſtening grief ſhail charm, 
With ſenſe to counſel, and with wit to pleaſe, 
A Roman's virtue with a courtier's eaſe. 
Nor you, my friend, who's heart is ſtill at reſt, 
Contemn the human weakneſs of my. breaſt ; 
Reaſon may chide the faults ſhe cannot cure, 
And pains, which long we ſcorn'd, we oft endure; 
Though wiſer cares employ your ſtudious mind, 
Form'd with a fou! fo cleganily kind, | 
Your breaſt may loſe the calm it long has kno en, 
And learn my woes to pity, by it's cn. 
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To Miſs Daſs is 201d, 
sau, thou dear poſſyſchr of my breaft, 

here's now my boaſted liberty and reſt 
Where the gay moments which I once have knowr:! 
Y, where hit heart J fondly thought my own ! 
From place to place I ſolitary roam) 
broad uneaſy, not content at home. 
E icorn the beauties common eyes adore; 
The more I view them, fee} thy worth the more; 
Unmov'd I hear them ſpeak, or fee them fair, 
And only think on thee, who art not there. 
In vain would books their formal ſuccour lend, 


Nor wit nor wiſdom can relieve their friend; 


Vit can't deceive the pain J now endure, 
And witdom ſhows the ill without the cure. 


Vhen from thy fight I waſte the tedious day, 
A thouſand ſchemes I form, and things to ſay; 
But when thy preſence gives the tune 1 ſeck, 


My heart's fo full, I wiſh, but cannot ſpeak. 


And could I ſpeak with eloquence ard eaſe, 
T ill OW not 1}; Gio 118 0 tht Art 80 191034 
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Could I, ar woman who to oft exclaun, 


Expoſe (nor bluſh! thy triumph aud iny ſhame, 


Abjure thoſe maxims I to lately hz d, 

And court that ſex I fooliſſily e 

Own thou haſt ſoften'd my obdurate mind, 
And thvs reveng'd the wrongs of Woman; 
Loft were my words, "4 fruitleis all my pauty 
In vain to tell thee, all I write in vam; 

My bumble fighs ſhall only reach thy cars 


And all my cloquence ſhall be my cars, 


— 
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And now (for more J never muſt pretend) 
Hear me not as thy lover, hut thy friend; 
'Thoulands will fain thy little heart enſnare, 
For without danger none like thee are fair; 


But wifely chooſe who beſt deſerves thy flame, 


So ſhall the choice itſelf become thy fame ; 
Nor yet deſpiſe, though void of winning art, 
The plain and honeſt courtſhip of the heart: 
The ſbilful tongue in love's perſuaſive lore, 
Though lefs it feels, will pleaſe and flatter more, 
And, meanly learacd in that guilty trade, 
Can long abuſe, a fond, unthinking maid. 
And ſince their lips, fo knowing to deceive, 
Thy unexpericnc'd youth might ſoon believe; 
And ſince their tears, in falſe ſubmiſſion dreſt, 
Might thaw the icy coldneſs of thy breaſt; 
O! ſhut thine eyes to ſuch deceitful wo: 
Caught by the beauty of thy outward ſhow, 
Like me they do not love, whate'er they ſeem, 
Like rae-—with paſſion founded on efteem. 
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